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Lies all within,and thefe eKtcrnaJLmanners 
Of laments are meerdy fliadowes to the vnfecne, 
Griefe that fwellcs with filence in the tortured fouler 
And I thanke thec King that not on cly giuefl 
Me caufe to wayle^butteachefl: me the way 
How to lament the caufe ; lie begge one boonc, 
And then begone, and trouble you no more. 

S/*//. NameitfaireCoofin. 

Rich. Faire Coofe, why? I am greater then a King • 
For when I was aking,my flatterers werethen but fubiefts 
Being now a fubieft, 1 haue a ICingheere 
To my flatterer * beingfo great,I haue no need tobee. 

%Ml. Yetaske. ° 

Rich. And fliall I haue it? 
Youfliall. 

Rich. Why. then giue me leaueto goe; 

VhU. Whither? 

Rtch. Whither you wilI,fo I were from your fights. 

*BhII. Goefomeof you conuey him to the Tower. 

Rtch. G good conuey^onueyers are you all, 
Thatrifc thus nimbly by a trtie Kings fall. 
# Ball. Gn Wednefday next we fokranely fct down* 
Our Coronation^ Lords prepare your felues. 

Exeunt. Manet Weft. Carki^Attmerle. 

tsfhhot. A wofull Pageant haue weheerebeheld. 

Carl. The woe 's to comcj the children yet vnborne,. 
Shall feele this day as fiarpe to them as thorne. 

<Aum % You holy Clergie men, is there no plot, 
Tarid theRealmeof this pernitious blot? 

Abbot. Beforcl freely fpeake my minde hcrei% 
You fliallhotonely take the Sacrament, 
To bury mine intentes,but alfo to effeft, 
What euer I fliall happen to deuife : 
I fee your browes arc full of difcontcnt, 
Your heartofforrow,and your eyes oftearcs j 
Come home with me to fupper^ttelay a plot, 
Shall /hew vi all a merry d*y. 

/j?v</<iime ovr coronation. 'Zjfaj fa r />*dy ^£$01 


Enter Queme^ithher attendants. % 
Q«ee«e. This way the King *iU come,this is the way 

To whofe flint bofome my condenmed Lord 
Is doomde a prifoner by proud ^tUngbrooKc. 
Hcere let vs reft,if this rebellious earth 
Haue any rcftingfor her trueKmgs Queene. 

Butfoft>utfcc,orrather,aonotfee 
My faire Rofe wither : yet lookevp, behold, • 
That you in pittie may dnTolueto deaw, 
Andwalhhimfrcmagamewithtrueloueteares. 
Ahthouthcmodellvvhereoldrr^didftand! 
Thoumappe ofHonour, thouKmg Rtcbtrds toombc, 
AniaotKm* Richtrd: thou moft beauteous Innc, 
Why mould hard fauourd gricfe be lodged m thec, 
When triumph is become an Alehoufe gueft? 

R,ch. Ioyne not with griefe.faire woman,do not io, 
To make my end too fudden,learne good foule, 
To thinke our former ftate a happy dreame, 
Fromwhich awakt,the trueth ofwhat weare, 
Shewesvs but this :Iamfworne (brother fweete) 
To grimme Necefsitie, and he and I 
Willkeepe a league till death. Hie thee to Frtnce, 
And cloyfter thee in fome religious houfe i 
Our holy hues muft winne a new worlds Crowne, 
Which our praphane houres heere,haue throwne downe. 

Queene. What is my ttcJW^bothinfhapeandrainde, 
Transformd and weakned? hath r Bnlltngbrock? 
Depofdethine inteUeft? hath he been in thy heart! 
The Lyon dying thruftethfoorth his paw, 
And wounds the ear th,if nothing clfe,withrage, 
To be o'repowerd,and wilt thou Pupil-hke 
Take thy correaion,mildely kilTe the rodde, 
And fawneon Rage with bacehumilitie, 
WhichartaLionandaKingofbeaftes. 

AICingofBcaftesindced,ifaughtbutbeaft, 




